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Remarks.

TAMERLANE.

About the commencement of the last century, thére arose in this
country a new school of tragic composition, corresponding in many
points with that of a neighbouring nation, and dramas modelled ac-
cording to its formal precepts monopolised possession of the stage till
within the recollection of the present generation; the wild heroics of
Lee and Dryden had just given place to the more simple style of wri-
ting cultivated by Otway and Southerne, and the English theatre ap-
peared to be on the point of again shining with resplendent glory,
when the fatal influence of a few great names blighted all its buds of
promise, and doomed it to endure a long cheerless night of monotonous
dulness. Congreve, Rowe, and Addison set the fashion, by producing
tragedies, which, though constructed upon false principles, and essen-
tially undramatic, undoubtedly displayed super!ative beauties of sen=
timent and language, and for eighty or a hundred years after, a tedious
tribe of versifiers, aping with feeble servility their illustrious prede-
cessors, inundated the stage with numberless mawkish pieces, in which
declamation was substituted for passion, and description occupied the
place of incident. We suppose we need hardly stay to enumerate
writers whose names must be familiar to most of our readers, though
the dramas they composed, after having enjoyed their brief season of
notoriety, are now as completely unknown to people in general as if
they never had existed. From the days of Aaron Hill, Hughes, and
Phillips, down to those of Murphy, Hoole, and Hayley, the last lum-
bering disciples of the school, scarcely six tragedies were produced
which deserve to be mentioned with commendation, though the list of
authors includes men of such celebrity as Young and Johnson.

The play before us is a perfect specimen of the class we have been
describing; the language for the most part is coldly correct, the action
moves tediously on, the incidents are few, and the interest is feeble ; as
for the characters, they are either extravagant libels upon humanity,
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out of keeping and out of nature, or so totally common=place and in-
sipid as to excite no feeling of any kind but indifference. Zamerlane
and Bajazet are the two opposing powers of good and evil, the angels
of light and darkness, the one all gall and vinegar, the other all milk
and honey; but, as we have observed on a previous occasion, these
vulgar displays of mere unmixed characters upon the stage—monsters
redeemed by no single virtue, and saints deformed by no one vice,
betray either a sad want of taste or a lamentable lack of ability ina
dramatist ; the veriest scribbler that ever blotted paper will find it no
difficult task to describe an angel and a devil upon the plan here
adopted, and play them off in opposition to each other, through five
tedious acts, very decorously; but such a system we conceive is al-
together from the purpose of playing. Personages of this description
are perhaps never met with in the world, or even if they are, are not
proper subjects tobe introduced upon the stage, whose end was and is—
or should be—to exhibit ¢* the web of life of a mingled yarn, good and
ill together,” and to paint men and women as they really exist, nei-
ther raised altogether above humanity nor sunk irrecoverably below it.
Vice without one redeeming quality, and virtue assailable by no temp-
tation, are alike ineffective in the theatre : the one is beneath our at-
tention, and the other beyond our solicitude.

That the characters of Tamerlane and Bajazet come nearly within
this description, and consequently are liable to .these objections, must
we think be granted. Rowe, who had taste enough to admire a better
style of writing, yet wanted courage or ability to imitate it, was
doubtless sensible of the defects of his plan; but dramatic propriety
and historical accuracy appear to have been but secondary consider-
ations with him while composing this tragedy, and he therefore hesi-
tated not to render them subservient to other more important objects
which he had in view; with these, however, we have no concern; our
business is to examine the piece as we find it, without reference to the
adventitious circumstances which influenced the author in the con-
struction of it. Rowe aimed at painting a benignant monarch and a
ferocious tyrant, but it strikes us that he has neither rendered Zamer-
lane so attractive, nor Bgjazet 50 odious, as he evidently intended ;
the boasted virtue of the former is little more than ‘¢ a rhapsody of
words ;" and all our respect for his philosophical magnanimity can-
not conceal from us the ungracious fact, that this model for sovereigns
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is no better at bottom than a pedantic, egotistical sermonizer, brimful
of conceit and mock humility. Bgjazet, with all his brutality, is far the .
more interesting personage of the two, for though a ferocious animal,
he is nohypocrite, and even his ungovernable passions, malignant and
inappeasable as they are, are preferable to the dull stagnant pool of his
rival’s mind. One kindly feeling too remains in his wildest paroxysms,
to connect him with human nature: his love for his daughter half
atones for his hatred of others, and insensibly wins for him a portion
of that esteem which we are compelled to withhold from the frigid
propriety of Tamerlane. In other respects, Rowe, we admit, has made
his monster monstrous enough ; the Saracen’s Head upon Snow Hill,
or a bull inflamed to madness by goads, dogs, and brands, would be
but a faint emblem of this distorted deemon : Billingsgate itself never
poured forth a torrent of abuse half so eloquent as that with which he
favours Zamerlane in Acts 2 and 4.—The sorrows of the ravished he-
roine and her whining lover excite but little sympathy, for though they
are on the rack throughout the play, they are not made remarkably -
amiable, nor are their misfortunes very affectingly described. Ao~
neses seems to be “a wretch created to repine,” and his unvarying
depression throws a corresponding damp on the spirits of the audience
he is, however, as self-confident, opiniated a gentleman as one would
wish to meet with, for no fanatical puritan ever quitted the world with
a more presumptuous reliance upon the pureness of his past life, or the
efficacy of an empty faith: on the point ot being strangled, he ex-
claims to Arpasia, who gives him the comfortable assurance that ¢ very
shortly they shall both be happy”’—

¢¢ There is no room for doubt; ’tis certain bliss ;
The tyrant’s cruel violence, thy loss,

Already seem more light ; nor has my soul

One unr.epmted guilt upon remembrance,

To make me dread thejustice of hereafter;

But, standing now on the last verge of life, .
Boldly I view the vast abyss, Eternity,

Eager to plunge, and leave my woes behind me.”

This strangulation is a vile incident in a play, even when supposed
to take place behind the scenes; Johnson hazarded it in his “ Irene’
upon the open stage, till the shrieks of the female spectators and the
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execrations of the men compelled the actors to desist, and we mugt
confess we never witnessed the last act of ¢ Tamerlane” but with un-
utterable disgast; the very idea of such a procedure causes horror in-
stead of pity. Rowe has not managed his heroine’s fall yery cle-
verly; had the agony of the moment burst her heart-strings, and in-

stant death d, the incident would have been far more na-

tural, effective, and decorous than the volley of oaths and curses which

she now contrives to give vent to ere she falls. The lady’s destiny is

certainly very melauacholy, but her lachrymose bewailings of it are

excessively tedious, and she has moreover a vile spice of pradery in her

composition,which she clearly betrays when she beseeches Tamerlane to

spare Bgjazet's life, not from any feeling of compassion for the man,

orany sentiment of duty towards her husband, but simply from an ap-

prehension that his execution may be injurious to her reputation, and

furnish matter for ¢‘ the bniy world’s scurril mirth.”’

Although the language of the piece in general is monotonous and
undramatic, "twould be unjust to deny that it contains some splendid
descriptive passages, and many felicities of thought and expression ;
but what are cadences however harmonious, imagery however elegant,
or descriptions however glowing, when stirring incident and an ex-
citing plot are absent? The polished periods of the speakers by de-
grees fall unheeded npon the listless ear, and the mind sighs for some-
thing to rouse it from the state of inaction into which it finds itself
lulled. Read the speech with which the play opens—a fair specimen
of the rest—and say whether such measured, unimpassioned declama-
tion has any thing about it to awake the attention or inter\est the feel-
ings of an audience; throughout the piece, the dialogue proceeds in

“the same formal, sing-song style; all the personages alike, without
discrimination of character or rank, deal in high-flown metaphor and |,
flowery phraseology; each man seems determined to have his fair
quota of talk, “‘ turn and turn about,” and when one speaker has
delivered six lines, the next is sure to have half-a-dozen in reply. It
is amusing also to observe the sedulous anxiety with which broken
lines are in general avoided; when any one fails to conclude a speech
with the requisite number of syllables, the hemistich is in most in-
stances as carefully completed by the respondent as if the slightest ap-
proach to a colloguial style were the worst fault a dramatist can be
guilty of. The defects of the plot we have already adverted to ; the
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‘grand question, the fate of Bgjazet is decided at the outset, and all
that follows is of sccondary interest ; the mind, after contemplating
theé subversion of an empire, is bewildered with a succession of petty
details, a paltry conspiracy, and two insipid love-plots, to which 7'z~
merlane seems half inclined to add a third. Heavily toe as the main
action labours on, it stands completely still in the middle of the play,
while the useless episode of the Dervise is introduced to afford Zamer-
lane an opportunity of indulging in a controversy upon modes of faith,
which would be pefectly in place in an argument upon religious tole-
ration at a debating-club, but might very well have been spared in a
tragedy. The authors of the ‘ Dramatic Censor,” 1770, say,  We
are bold to assert that no pulpit ever advanced more useful instruction
than this scene affords,” and we readily assent to the correctness of their
opinion, though far from thinking it particularly complimentary to
Rowe’s dramatic talent, whatever honour it may do him as a moral-
ist. At length the play is helped on to a conclusion by the old ex-
pedient, a conspiracy, the clumsiest both in contrivance and execution
that can be met with in any drama but ¢ Cato;” and Bagjazet finally
stalks off in triumphant defiance, while the innocent suffer, for Mo-
neses and Arpasia appear to have been guilty of no fault beyond a little
venial artifice.

But, even were the plot the cleverest ever contrived, and the cha-
racters as engaging as they are repulsive, ’twould avail but little,
while the interest remained clogged with the multitude of words, the
ill-timed, unnatural displays of eloquence, which Rowe had such a
passion for introducing. Refer, for instance, to the most striking si-
tuation in the whole piece, the moment of Arpasia’s death, and say
what can be better calculated to quench every spark of feeling it may
have awakened, than the introduction at such a time of a laboured
piece of description like the following. Haly has merely to announce
that Arpasia has expired, yet he can by no means manage to convey
the information in less compass than eight lines : —

- ¢ Already she's beyond the power of art ; .
For, see, a deadly cold has froze the blood,
The pliant limbs grow stiff, and losc their uge,
And all the animating fire is quench’d.
E'en beauty too is dead ; an ashy pale
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Grows o'er the roses, the red lips have lost
Their fragrant hue, for want of that’sweet breath
That blest ’em with its odours as it past.”

The distracting moment of parting for ever from him to whom she
is devotedly attached, might be expected to draw from a woman some
little display of feeling, and some faint burst of passion ; but, how
does Arpasia comport herself in this trying situation ?—she gives vent
to her anguish in the following truly natural and affecting style:—

¢¢ Fain wonld I still detain thee, hold thee still ;
Nor honour can forbid, that we together

Should shgre the poor few minutes that remain.
I swear, methinks this sad society

Has somewhat pleasing in it.—Death’s dark shades
Seem, as we journey on, to lose their horror.

At near approach, the monsters, form’d by fear,
Are vanish’d all, and leave the prospect clear;
Amidst the gloomy vale, a pleasing scene,

With flow’rs adorn’d, and never-fading green,
Inviting stands, to take the wretched in:

No wars, no wrongs, no tyrants, no despair,
Disturb the quiet of a place so fair,

But injur’d lovers find Elysium there.”

Now we call upon every unprejudiced reader to say whether there
is any thing in these common-place triplets, these passionless, inani-
mate sentiments, to arouse the slightest feeling of sympathy for the
distressed lady who utters them ; si vis me flere, &c., and Arpasia’s
expressions of sorrow are really so perfectly cold and artificial, that
the audience very naturally give themselves no concern about a mat-
ter which seems so little to agitate the parties themselves. Bnt, let
us turn to anotherscene. Moneses comes to Tamerlane, bewailing in
bitter terms the loss of his affianced bride, upon which the cold-blooded
philosopher thinks forsooth to console him, by proposing to enter upon
a very laudable though somewhat arduous undertaking :—

¢ Thou shalt forget these lesser.cares, Moneses;
Thou shalt, and help me to reform the world *
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Finding, however, that this brilliant idea does not entirely reconeile
Afoncses to his lot, he breaks out into the -following superb display of
elocution, which proceeds with peculiar propriety from one who pre-
viously affects to execrate the ¢ fell monster, war,” and deplore the
¢ destructive slaughter” to which it gives rise :—

¢¢ This dull despair
Is the soul’slaziness. Rouse to the combat,
And thou art sure to conquer. War shall restore thee;
The sound of arms shall wake thy martial ardour,
And cure this amorous sickness of thy soul,
Begun by sloth, and nurs'd by too much ease.
The idle god of love supinely dreams,
Amidst inglorious shades and purling streams ;
In rosy fetters and fantastic chains,
He binds deluded maids and simple swains ;
With soft enjoyments woos them to forget
The hardy toils and labours of the great :
But if the warlike trumpet’s loud alarms
To virtuous acts excite, and manly arms,
The coward boy avows his abject fear, )
©On silken wings, sublime he cuts the air,
Scar'd at the noble noise and thunder of the war.’”

All this jingling stuff about swains and chains, streams and dreamss,
would we confess have a very imposing effect in its proper place,—~a
Magazine Prize-Poem, Lines on the Prospect of War, or some such
thing, though whether it is judiciously introduced in a tragedy we are
much inclined to question. Thundered out with due emphasis and
discretion, by a brazen-lunged performer, it will doubtless make
the judicious stare, and split the ears of the groundlings, but beyend -
this it does not seem calculated to produce much impression ejther
upon Moneses or the audience. It, however, answers Z'amerlane’s end;
it silences his auditor, if it does not convince him, and is in truth wt~
answerable.

‘We might swell this preface with fifty other specimens of the kind,
but these will suffice to illustrate the opinions we have advanced, and
they who desire to seec more, may meet with them in every page ; we
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prefer selecting a few of the brilliant passages which the piece econ-
tains, whicn; as we have already admitted, are by no means of rare
occurrence. The description given of Bgjazet in the first scene, though
struck out of the acting-copy, deserves to be quoted for its vigour of
thought and expression :—

¢ For five returning suns, scarce was he seen

By any, the most favour’d of his court,

But in lascivious ease, among his women,

Liv'd from the war retir’d; or else alone,

In sullen mood, sat meditating plagues

And ruin to the world; till yester morn,

Like fire that lab’ring upwards rends the earth,

He burst with fury from his tent, commanding

All should be ready for the fight to-day.

Thrice by our law and prophet has he sworn,

By tbe world’s Lord and Maker, lasting peace

With our great master, and his royal friend,

The Grecian Emperor ; as oft, regardless

Of plighted faith, with most unkingly baseness,
~ Has ta’en th’ advantage of their absent arms,

‘Without a war proclaim’d, or cause pretended,

To waste with sword and fire their fraitful fields :

Like some accursed fiend, who, scap’d from hell,

Poisons the balmy air through which he flies,

He blasts the bearded corn and loaded branches,

The lab’ring hinds’ best hopes, and marks his way with ruin.”

The day after the victory is finely described in a short passage,
containing a figure of infinite grandeur : —

¢¢ The dreadful business of the war is over;

And Slaughter, that from yester morn ’till even,
With giaut steps, pass’d striding o’er the field,
Besmear’d and horrid with the blood of nations,
Now weary sits among the mangled heaps,

And slumbers o’er her prey; while from the camp,
The cheerful sounds of ¢ Victory and Tamerlane’
Beat the high arch of heav'n.”
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There is also much eloquent beauty in Tamerlane's rebuke of the
Dervise who attempts his life :— ,

“ Thoun maker of new faiths, that dar’st to build

Thy fond inventions on religion’s name !—

Religion’s lustre is, by native innocence,

Divinely pure, and simple from all arts ;

You daub and dress her like a common_mistress,

The harlot of your fancies ; and by adding

Palse beauties, which she wants not, make the world
Suspect her angel’s face is foul beneath,

And will not bear all lights. Hence, I have found thee.

Now learn the diﬂ':rence ’twixt thy faith and mine : —
Thine bids thee lift the dagger to my throat,

Mine can forgive the wrong, and bid thee live.

Keep thy own wicked secret, and be safe !

If thou repent’st, I have gain'd one to virtue,

Andam, in that, rewarded for my mercy ;

If thou continuest still to be the same,

*Tis punishment enough to be a villain!”

We select these passages as specimens of just sentiment and smooth
versification, not as possessing any dramatic character, or as being
adapted to the dialogue of a tragedy, which in truth they serve to en-
cumber rather than adorn. Sometimes indeed Rowe rises to a more
spirited and natural style of writing, as in Bgjazet’s suggestion to
Azxalla, in Act 3; but such examples are truly ‘¢ few, and far be-
tween "'

¢ Bgjazet. For our daughter thus
‘Mean’st thou to barter > Ha ! I tell thee, christian,
There is but one, one dowry thou canst give,
Anc 1 can ask, worthy my daughter’s love.

Avalla. Oh! name the mighty ransom; task my power;
Let there be danger, difficulty, death,
T enhance the price—
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Bajaret. ] take thee at thy word :—
Bring me the Tartar’s head!
_ #nalla. Ha! .
Bajaset. Tamerlane’s
-That death, that deadly poison to my glory.

Axalla. Prodigious ! horrid !

Selima. Lost! forever lost.*

Bajacet. And couldst thou hope to bribe me with aught else ?
With a vile peace, patch’d up on slavish terms ?
With tributary kingship >~~No !~To merit
A recompence from me, sate my revenge.

The Tartar is my bane, I cannot bear him ;
One heaven and earth can never hold us both ;
8till shall we hate, and with defiance deadly
Keep rage alive, till one be lost for ever :

As if two suns should meet in the meridian,
And strive in fiery combat for the passage.”

Had Rowe always written in s0 animated a style as this, ours would
have been a far pleasanter task, and ‘ Tamerlane” would still have
been a popular tragedy : as the play now stands, it is the poet himself
-who speaks throughout, and not his characters; we have little leisure
to think of the two Emperors, of Moneses, or Arpasia, for we are never
suffered to lose sight of Rowe himself.

The contention of Zamerlane and Bajazet had more than once
formed the groundwork of a play in our language before it was se-
lected by Rowe, and an Italian Opera on the subject was played at
the King’s Theatre in 1724. About 1588 it formed the story of one
of our earliest tragedies, ‘° Tamburlaine the Great,” by Christopher
Marlowe, which though stuffed with bombast and absurdities, is still
a highly amusing composition, and contains some poetical passages of

* This hemistich curiously illustrates the mechanical, formal eon-
struction of the verse, which we have previously notice\d, and which
Rowe never lost sight of in his most animated moments. Five sylla-
bles were required to complete the line, and accordingly ﬁoor Selima
was dragged forward with an unmeaning exclamation, '
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exquisite beauty. In 1681 a play called ¢ Tamerlane” was written
by one Saunders, who in the Epilogue, by Dryden, was described as
a youth of great genius, but never fulfilled the promise of his early
years by any after production. Rowe’s tragedy was first performed in
1702, by the revolted company under Betterton, then established at
a theatre in Bear-Yard, orLittle Lincoln’s Inn Fields. Downes says, .-
it was *“ in general well acted, but chiefly the parts of Mr. Betterton,
Mr. Vanbruggen, Mr. Powell, Madam Bracegirdle and Madam Barry,
which made it a stock-play. Gildon, in his ¢* Comparison betweemthe

Two Stages,” 1702, attributes this success entirely to the admirable ,
manner in which the characters were sustained : ¢ Upon the Stage

(says he) it may appear well, but he [Rowe] had some of the best

tragedians in the world to act it, and who knows not the advantage

a play receives from their mouths} Who knows not the effect of
Betterton's fine acting ? Who is not charmed with Mrs, Barry ? What
beauty do they not give to every thing they represent ?”’—Rowe, it i¢

supposed, intended to represent William the 3rd and Louis 14th by the

characters of Tamerlane and Bajazet; and the parallel, after being
obscurely hinted at in the Prologue, seems to be pretty plainly avowed
in the dedication of the play to Lord Hartington, if any conclusion
may be drawn from the following coquettish allusion to it.—¢¢ Sorae

people (who do me a very great honour in it) have fancied, that
in the person of .Tamcrlane, I have alluded to the greatest charac-
ter of the present age. I do not know whether I ought not to -
apprehend a great deal of danger from avowing a design like
that. It may be a task indeed worthy. the greatest genius which
this or any other time has produced, but therefore I ought not to
stand the shock of a parallel, lest it should be seen, to my disadvan~
tage, how far the herp has transcended the poet’s thoughts. There
are many features, ’tis true, in that great man'’s life not unlike His
Majesty; his courage, his piety, his moderation, his justice, and his
fatherly love of his people; but above all, his hate of tyranny and op-
preesion, and his zealous care for the common good of mankind,
carry a strong resemblance of him. Several incidents are alike ia
their stories ; and there wants nothing to His Majesty, but such a de-
ciding victory as that by which Tamerlane gave peace to the world :
that is yet to come ; but I bope we may reasonably expect it from the

woanimity of the present Parlih{ent, and the formidable force which
shat unanimity will give life and vigour to.”
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Whether or not the belief was well fotinded, it procured for the play
a surprising popularity. Louis was the bugbear of the day, and the .
people were delighted thus to have an opportunity of beholding
him

¢ Painted upon a pole, end underwrit,
Here you may see the tyrant.”

Long after the death of Lonis, it was the fashion to perform this
play annually, with an occasional Prologue, on the 4th and 5th of
November, the anniversaries of William’s birth, and landing in Eng-
and, but the custom at Iength fell into disuse, nor did the result of the
last attempt to revive it, which was, we believe at Covent Garden
Theatre in Nov. 1819, appear to presage that managers will ever find
it to their interest to resume the practice.

A slight sketch of Rowe’s life was given in our edition of ¢‘ Jane

" Shore,” and we here subjoin a few illustrative notices, which we have
gathered from various quarters, but principally from ¢ Spence’s
Anecdotes”.

Rowe in Pope’s opinion, though he maintained a decent character,
had no heart; Addison was ouce justly offended with him for some be-
haviour which arose from this defect, and estranged himself from his
company, which Rowe felt very scvercly. Pope, their common friend,
knowing this, took an opportunity on some occasion’ of Addison’s ad-
vancement, to tell him how much poor Rowe was grieved at his dis-
pleasure, and what satisfaction he had shewn on hearing of his good
fortune, ¢ which (added Pope) he expressed so naturally that I could
-not but think him sincere.” Addison replied, ¢ I do not suspect that
he feigned, but the levity of his heart is such, that he is struck with
every new occurrence, and he would be affected just in the same man-
ner, if he heard I was going to be hanged.” Pope said, he could not
deny that Addison understood Rowe well, but if this was really his
opinion, he afterwards found reason to alter it, or else lied egregiously
when he composed this heartless fellow’s epitaph.

The following familiar epistle from Rowe to Pope has been preser-
ved, though it possesses little interest, except as a record of the fa-
miliar terms upon which these two illustrious men lived with one
another :
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¢ To Mr. Pope, at Mr. Jervas’s, in Cleveland Court, by St. James’s
House, or at Button’s Coffee House, in Covent Garden.

Thursddy, May 20, 1713.
Dear Sir,

~ Idon’t know that I have a long time received a billet
with greater pleasure than yours. Depend upon it, nothing could have
beun more agreeable, but yourself. To do something then that is per-
fectly kind, come and eat a bit of mutton with me to-morrow, at
Stackwell. Bring whomn you will along with you, though I can give
yo 1 nothing but the aforesaid mutton and a cupof ale. It is but a lit-
tle mile from Fox Hall, and you don’t know how much you will
ol lige

Your most affectionate and faithful humble Servant,

N. Rowe.”

¢¢ Rowe was bred first at Westminster school, and then at the Tem-
ple. He had about £300 a year, and his chambers there. His father
was a Sergeant at Law. Rowe was of a preity personage, and a very
pratty sort of man. .

4 Some one observing that they thought Rowe had been too grave to
wrlte light things, Pope said, ¢ He ! why he would laugh all day long;
he would do nothing else but laugh.’ P.P.
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SCENE~—Tamerlane’s Camp, near Angoria in Galatia.



TAMERLANE.

ACT L
SCENE 1.—Before Tamerlane’s Tent.

The Prince of Tanats, ZAuA, and MIRVAN,
discovered.

Py, Halil to the sun ! from whose returning light
The cheerful soldier’s arms new lustre take,
To deck the pomp of battle. Oh, my friends !
Was ever such a glorious face of war 2
See, from this height, how all Galatia’s plains
With nations numberless are cover’d o’er ;
Who, like a deluge, hide the face of earth,
And leave no object in the vast horizon,
But glitt’ring arms and skies.

Zam. Our Asian world
From this important day expects a lord ;
This day they hope an end of all their woes,
Of tyranny, of bondage, and oppression,
From our victorious emp’ror, Tamerlane.

Mir. Hear you of Bajazet?

Pr. Latein the evening’
A slave of near attendance on his person
’Scap’d to our camp. From him we learn’d the ty-

rant, :
B



























10 TAMERLANE.

But, bound by fatal and resistless merit,
Waits on his arms.

Tam. 1t is too much : you dress me,
leg an usurper, in the borrow’d attributes
Of injur’d heaven. Can we call conquest ours ?
Shall man, this pigmy, with a giant’s pride,
Vaunt of himself, anX say, Thus have 1 done this ?
‘Ob, vain pretence to greatness! Like the moon,
We borrow all the brightness which we boast ;
Dark in ourselves, and useless. If that hand
That rules the fate of battles, strike for us,
Crown us with fame, and gild our clay with honour,
*Twere most ungrateful to disown the benefit,
And arrogate a praise which is not ours.

Ax. With such unshaken temper of the soul
To bear the swelling tide of prosp’rous fortune,
Is to deserve that fortune : in adversity,
The mind grows tough by buffeting the tempest,
Which, in success dissolving, sinks to ease,
And loses all her firmness. '

Tam. Oh, Axalla!
Could I forget I am a man, as thou art ;
Would not the winter’s cold, or summer’s heat,
Sickness, or thifst, and hunger, all the train
Of nature’s clamorous appetites, asserting
An equal right in kings and common men,
Reprove me daily ?—ﬁo—lf I boast of aught,
- Beit, to have been heaven’s happy instrument,
. 'The means of good to all my felrow-creatures:

- This is a king’s best praise. " (Crosses to R.H.)

Enter OMAR, L.H.S.E.

Om. Henour and fame
(Bowing to Tamerlane, who turns.)

For ever wait the emperor ! May our prophet
Give him ten thousand thousand days of life,
And every day like this ! The captive sultan,
Fierce in his bonds, and at his fate rqpining,
Attends your sacred will.

Tam. Let him approach.
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Remember, I am thy foe, and hate thee dcadly :
Thy folly on thy head !
Tam. Be still my foe.
Great minds, like heav’n, are pleas’d in doing good,
Though the ungrateful subjects of their favours
Are barren in return.  Virtue still does
With scorn the mercenary world regard,
Where ahject souls do good, and hope reward :
Above the worthless trophies men can raise,
She seeks not honours, wealth, nor airy praise,
But with herself, herself the goddess pays.
[Ezeunt T,amerlane, Azalla, Prince of Tanais,
Mirvan, Zama, and Attendants, B.H.
Bgj. Come, lead me to my dungeon; pluage me
down
Deep from the hated sight of man and day;
Where, under covert of the friendly darkness,
My soul may brood at leisure’ o’er its anguish. .
(Crosses to ».H.) -
Om, Our royal master would, with noble usage, -
Make your misfortunes light : he bids you ho
Bgj. 1 tell thee, slave, I have shook bands with

hope, -
And all ml;etboughts are rage, despair, and horror !
Exeunt Omar and Guards, &.u.
Ha! wherefore am I thus !—Perdition seize me,
But my cold blood runs shiv’ring to my heart !
The rage and fiercer passions of my breast
Are lost in new confusions.

Enter Havy, Rr.H.

Arpasia!—Haly! -
a. Oh, emperor! for whose hard fate our prophet
And all the heroes of thy sacred race
Are sad in paradise, thy faithful Haly,
The slave of all thy pleasures, in this ruin,
This universal shipwreck of thy fortunes,
Has gather’d up this treasure for thy arms.
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Let there be danger, difficulty, death,
T’ enhance the price.
Bgj. 1 take thee at thy word :
Bring me the Tartar’s head !
Az. Ha! ‘
Bgj. Tamerlane’s! .
That death, that deadly poison to my glory.
Az, Prodigious! horrid !
Sel. Lost, for ever lost!
Bgj. ﬁx;d could’st thou hopeto bribe me with aught
else?
With a vile peace patch’d up on slavish terms?
‘With tributary. kitl:;ship ?—No!—To merit '
A recompense from me, sate my revenge.
The Tartar is my bane: I cannot bear him :
One heav’n and earth can never hold us both :
Still shall we hate, till one be lost for ever : <
As if two suns should meet in the meridian,
And strive in fiery combat for the passage. .
(Crosses to R.M.)
Weep’sththou, fond girl 2 Now, as thy king and fa-
ther, o
1 chari;lthee drive this slave from thy remembrance !
Hate shall be pious in thee. Come and join ‘
To curse thy father’s foes. -
[Bajaset takes the right hand of Selima, and
leads her off, r.H. she looking back on Axalla.
Az, *Tis what I fear’d: fool that I was t’ obey!
‘The coward Love, that could not bear her frown,
Has wrought his own undoing. '
He bade me take her: but, oh, gracious honour1{
Upon what terms ?—My soul yet shudders at it l—
‘The head of Tamerlane! monstrous impiety !
Bleed, bleed to death, my heart ; be virtue’s martyr.
Oh, emperor! I own, I ought to give thee
Some nobler mark than dying, of my faith.
‘Then let the pains I feel my friendship prove ;
*Tis easier far to die, than cease to love.

[(Exity v.u:





















33 TAMERLANE,
Near purling streams, in gloomy shades, he li
And loosely there, imtmcfs his zotarie?’ -
Honour and active virtue to dag:.se 3
Baut if the trumpets echo from afar,
On silken wings sublime he cuts the air,
Scar'd at the noise and clangor of the war.
[Ezeunt, L.n.
END OF ACT III,

ACT 1V.
SCENE I1.—Bgjazet’s Tent.
Enter HaLY and the DERVISE, R.H.

Ha. To ’scape with life from an attempt like this,
Demands my wonder justly.
Der. True, it may ;
But ’tis a principle of his new faith ;
*Tis what his Christian favourites have inspir’d,
" 'Who fondly make a merit of forgiveness,
And give their foes a second opportunity,
If the first blow should miss. Failing to serve
The sultan to my wish, and e’en despairing
Of further means t’ effect his liberty,
A lucky accident retriev’d my hopes.
Ha. The prophet and our master will reward
Thy zeal in their behalf; but speak thy purpose.
I)cr. Just entering here, I met the Tartar general,
Fierce Omar. ,
Ha. He commands, if I mistake not, = -
.This quarter of the army, and our guards? = =
- Der. The same. By his stern aspect, and the fires
That kindled in his eyes, I guess’d the tumult ~
" Some wrong had rais’d in his tumultuous soul s
A frfendship of old date bad giv’n me privilege
To ask of bis concerns. In short, I learn’d,
That burning for the sultan’s beauteous daughter,

7
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H’ bad begg’d her, as a captive of the war,
From Tamerlane ; but meeting with denial
Of what he thought liis services might claim,
Loudly he storms, and curses the Italian,
As cause of this affront. I join’d his rage,
And added to his injuries the wrongs
Our prophet daily meets with from Axalla.
But see, he comes. Improve what I shall tell,
And all we wish is ours. (They talk together, aside.)

Enter OMAR, R.H.

Om. No—ifI forgive it,

Dishonour blast my name! Was it for this
That I directed his first step to greatness,
Taught him to climb, and made him what he is?
‘Was it for this, that like a rock I stood,

And stemm’d a torrent of our Tartar lords, -
‘Who scorn’d his upstart sway? When Calibes,
In bold rebellion, drew e’en half the provinces
To his own cause, I, like his better angel,
Stood by his shaking tbrone, and fix’d it fast;
And am I now so lost to his remembrance,
‘That, when | ask a captive, he shall tell me,
She is Axalla’s right, his Christian minion.

Der. Allow me, valiant Omar, to demand,
Since injur’d thus, why right you not yourself2
The prize you ask is in your power.

Om. lt1s,

And I will seize it, in despite of Tamerlane,
And that Italian dog.

Ha. What need of force,

‘When every thing concurs to meet your wishes?
Our mighty master would not wish a son

Nobler than Omar. From a father’s hand

Receive that daughter, which ungrateful Tamerlanc
Has to your worth denied.

Om. Now, by my arms,

It will be great revenge! What would your sultan
Give to the man that shall rgatore his liberty,
c
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By that bright thy great soul s,
Birpga e .
Tam. Fair injur’d excellence, (Raises her.)
Why dost thou kneel, anid wasté such precious pray’rs
For one to goodness lost, who first undid thee, -
Who stilf pursues, and aggravates the wrong {
Baj. By Alha! no-T will not wear a life
Bought with such vile dishonour.—Death shall free

me
At once from infamy, and thee, thot traitress !
Arp.l N; matter, though the whistling winds grow
oud, .
And the rude tempest roars, ’tis idle rage : )
Oh! mark it not ; but let thy steady virtue
Be constanit to its temper. Save his life,
And save Arg:sia from the sport of talkers.
Think-how the busy, meddling world, will toss
Thy mighty name about, in scurril mirth; ‘
Shall brand thy vengeance, as a foul design,
And make such monstrous legends of oar lives,
As Iate posterity shall blush in reading.
Tam. Oh, matchless virtue! Yes, I will obey ;
Though laggard in the race, admiring yet,
1 will pursue the shining path thou tread’st.
Sultan, be safe! Reason resumes her empire, g
(The Guards release Bajaset.)
And Iam cool again.—Here break we off, '
Lest farther speech should minister new rage.
‘Wi isely from dangerous passions I retreat,
To keep a conquest which was hard to get :
And, oh! ’tis time I should for flight prepare,
A war more fatal seems to threaten there,
And all my rebel blood assists the fair :
One moment more, and [ too late shall find,
That love’s the strongest pow’r that lords it o’er the
mind, [Exit, ».4. followed by the Guards.
Bgj- To what new shame, what plague am I re--
serv’d ? (Crosses to L.11.)
Why hast thou forc’d this nauseous life upon me ?
Is it to triumph o’er me 2—But I will,

4















44 TAMERLANE.
I could bear sicknes, pain, and poverty,
Those mortal evils, worse than dpegth, r thee :
But this—it has the force of fate against us,
And cannot be. '
8Sel, See, see, sir, he relents: (To Bgjaset.)
Already he inclines to own your cause.
A little longer, and he is all yours. -
Bgj. Then mark, how far a father’s fondness yields:
Till midnight 1 defer the death he merits,
And give him up, till then, to thy persuasion.
If by that time he meets my will, he lives;
Ifnot, thyself shall own he dies with justice.
Az. *Tis but to lengthen life upon the rack.
I am resolv’d already.
Sel. Oh, be still!
Nor rashly urge a ruin on us both:
*Tis but a moment more I have to save thee.
Be kind, auspicious Alha, to my tprayer;
More for my love, -than for myself, I fear;
Neglect mankind awhile, and make him all thy care.
Excunt Azalla and Selima, L.H.
Bgj. Moneses—is that dog secur’d 2
Om. He is.
Bgj. 'Tis well.—My soul perceives returning great-

ness :
As nature feels the spring. Lightly she bounds,
And shakes dishonour, like a burthen, from her; -
Once more imperial, awful, and herself.
[ Exeunt, B.n.
END OF ACT IV.
e ——
ACTYV.
SCENE I.—Bajaset’s Tent.
Enter AnrAsrA; L.H. .

Arp. Sure, ’tis a horror more than darkness brings,
That sits upon the night! Fate is abroad












48 TAMERLANE.

Bear me to my Arpasia ; let me tell her, -
The tyrant hasy grown kind :— i

Enter MoxgsEs, guarded by some Mutes; others -
tending with a cup of poison and a bow-string, L.u.

He bids me go,
And die beneath her feet.
Arp. Ifit be happiness, alas! to die,
To lie forgotten in the silent grave,
To love and glory lost, and from among
The great Creator’s works expung’d and blotted ;
Then, very shortly, shall we both be happy. '

Mon. There is no room for doubt ; ’tis certain bliss,

The tyrant’s cruel violence, thy loss,

Already seem more light ; nor has my soul

One unrepented guilt upon remembrance,

To make me dread the justice of hereafter :

But, standing now on the last verge of life,
Boldly I view the vast abyss, eternity,

Eager to plunge, and leave my woes behind me.

Arp. By all the truth of our past loves, I vow,

To die appears a very nothing to me.

This very now 1 could put off my bein,
Without a groan ; but, to behold thee die l—
Nature shrinks in me at the dreadful thought,
Nor can my constancy sustain this blow.

Mon. Since thou art arm’d for all things after death,
Why should the pomp and preparation of it ”
Be frightful to thz eyes? There’s not a pain,

Which age or sickness brings, the least disorder
That vexes any part of this fine frame,

But’s full as grievous. All that the mind feels

Is much, much more :—and see, I go to prove it.-

Enter a Mute, L.u.— He signs to therest, who prof-
Jera bow-st;ing to Moneses; he then ea;t'ts, L.n.f

Arp. Think, ere we part—
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The life my father gave shall hear his summons,
‘And issue at the wound—
Since from your spring I drew the purple stream,
* And T must pay it back, if you demand it. .
Bgj. Hence from my thoughts, thou soft relenting
weakness ! —
Hast thou not giv’n me op a prey? betrayed me ?
Sel. Ob, not for worlds! not e’en for all the joys

.~ Lave, or the prophet’s paradise can give !

—

- Amidst the thousand pains of anxious tenderness,

1 made the gentle, kind Axalla, swear,
Your life, your crown, and honour should be safe.
Bgj. Away ! my soul disdains the vile dependence !
No, let me rather die, die like a king! -
Shall I fall down at the proud Tartar’s foot,
" And say, have mercy on me ?—(Shout.)—~Hark! they
comwe !

Disgrace will overtake my ling’ring hand ;

Die, then! thy father’s shame and thine die with
thee ! (Offers to kill her.)
Sel. For heaven. for pity’s sake !
Bgj. No more, thou trifler ! '
(She catches hold of his arm.)

- Ha! dar’st thou bar my will ?—tear off her hold }

Sel, What, not for life! should I not plead for life!
Look on my eyes, which you’ve so often kiss’d,
And sw%:'e they were your best-lov’d queen’s, my mo-
ther’s ; :
Behold ’em now, streaming for mercy, mercy !
Look on me, and deny me, if you can!,
>Tis but for life I beg; is that a boon .
So hard for me t’ obtain, or you to grant?
Oh, spare me! spare your Selima, my father !
Bgj. A lazy sloth hangs on my resolution 3
It is my Selima !—Ha |—What, my child !
And can I murder her? (Shouts.)
Again they come ! I leave her to my foes! :
And shall they triumph o’er the race of Bajaget!
Die, Selima !—Is that a father’s voice ?
Rouse, rouse, my fury! Yes, she dies the victim
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